to reply at all or else beg the question, evading the
truth for fear of the consequences and then deliberately -
persisting in the lie she had told. And thus fresh con-
flicts would arise before the old ones had been settled.
And in his exasperation at his inability to pin her down
Michel would end up by deliberately trying to hurt
her, so that among all her shams and fantasies one cry
at least should show him he had touched the real
Catherine.
But as she suffered, so she became more sincere; and
her suffering was expressed in tones so ardent and
lively that Michel, engrossed in writing his book and
forgetting whose heart it was that was suffering so,
soon had the idea of using certain passages, touching
them up where they seemed to him a little inadequate.
Such was a certain mood of depression when, in semi-
delirium, she had counted the roses on her bed-room
wallpaper; this was to be used for Jeanne Rouves some
time before her wedding. And the nightmare she had
described in all its details while still beneath its oppres-
sion would be dreamt by Jeanne Rouves on her
wedding-eve.
He felt, however, that he must tell Catherine what
he was doing. But the embarrassment he foresaw when
trying to imagine her reply gave way to embarrassment
of quite another kind when he actually received it. For
it was as though she had suddenly found a means of
escape from the infernal circle in which she had been
revolving. She thanked him ardently for what she
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